stepping Stones 
by quirkettelOO 


Category: Major Crimes 
Genre: Friendship, Romance 
Language: English 
Characters: A. Flynn, S. Raydor 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-17 23:02:01 
Updated: 2016-04-26 01:37:09 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 16:06:33 
Rating: K+ 

Chapters : 3 
Words: 7,266 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: A series of loosely connected stories about our two 
favourite idiots and the all-important 'stepping-stones' in their 
relationship, as they move from adversaries to friends to something 
more . 


1 . Chapter One 
**Stepping Stones.** 

AN: This is my attempt at filling in some of the blank Shandy spaces 
left by the show and its evil troll overlord, James Duff, starting in 
season one. I've tried to stay fairly close to canon and to stay 
in-character , so it's safe to say that this will be a slow-burning 
fic. Yeah, sorry about that. :/ 

Chapter One is set in SlxOl (Reloaded) . I remember reading somewhere 
that Duff said this was the ep in which Sharon gained Andy's respect 
and I wanted to spend some time exploring that. Special thanks to 
Tvfreakd for looking this over in the very early stages, to 
Winsomewitch for the beautiful cover pic, and to Olafurneal, my 
knowledgeable beta. All mistakes remain mine as I've probably altered 
this after her editingaCl Hope you enjoy! 
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><p>The past is a stepping stone, not a millstone<em> . <em> 
- Robert Plant 
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><pXstrong>Chapter One: Not a Millstone . <strong> 

Tao was checking bullet trajectories when he noticed it a€" a flash 
of navy that slipped from his line of sight as quickly as it had 



entered. "What the-?!" Panning right and adjusting for focus he bit 
back a groan. Navy trench-coat. Never a good sign. Bracing himself, 
he dipped his monocular down the length of two remarkably toned legs, 
elongated by a pair of pumps his wife would give her right arm for. 
Louboutin's, if the red lacquered soles were anything to go by. 
Definitely not a good sign. 

Hoping against all available evidence that he wasn't about to see 
Captain Sharon Raydor at the perimeter of the crime scene, Tao pulled 
the monocular away from his eye. 

Captain Sharon Raydor stood at the perimeter of the crime scene, 
circling the four bodies that were quietly oozing blood onto the hot 
parking-lot asphalt. And she did _not_ look pleased. 

Struck by the sudden urge to re-asses the other side of the parking 
lot, Tao beat a hasty retreat in the opposite direction. He did, 
however, manage to cough out a warning to the rest of the team as he 
hurried past the incident tent. "Wicked Witch, eleven 
o ' clock ! " 

Inside the tent Lieutenant Provenza swore loudly. "The scent of blood 
and officer-involved shooting must have summoned her, " he groused, 
lifting his eyes from the on-site murder board and jerking his head 
towards the exit. "Flynn?" 

Nodding, Andy stepped towards the tarp's edge. It took only a moment 
to locate the figure everyone else seemed to be giving a wide berth 
at eleven o'clock. "It's her." 

Provenza let lose a string of curses that would have made a sailor 
blush. Andy thought he heard something that sounded suspiciously like 
'why me?' nestled amongst the profanity and couldn't help but 
chuckle, "Hey, give it an hour, maybe two, and she'll be back on her 
broom ! " 

This drew an involuntary snort from the third person in the 
tent . 

"You are both aware that I'm filming this, right?" 

Provenza glared in the direction of Buzz's camera. At 4K resolution 
it was not a pretty sight. "If you have a problem with our conduct, 
Mr. Watson, you can edit that blasted thing later. Just remember that 
this crime scene is Robbery-Homicide and FID's screw up, not ours, 
and that we have an armed madman to locate!" 

Buzz waited until the Lieutenant turned back to murder board before 
rolling his eyes. Provenza knew that editing crime-scene footage was 
illegal. He just wanted to send Raydor a message, should she review 
the recording... which they all knew she would. "It's a good job I 
understand your sense of humour, " Buzz murmured, ducking out of the 
tent to join Julio and the coroner by the bodies. 

Andy watched him go, hovering near the edge of the tarp. He was 
supposed to be liaising with Special Agent Howard on the identities 
of their killers a€" veterans, most likely a€" but a quick scan of 
the parking lot told him that Fritz was still on the phone, and the 
ominous staccato of heels was getting nearera€ 1 



Figuring it wouldn't hurt to look occupied, Andy pulled a notebook 
from his pocket and started making illegible case notes. Raydor 
really hated those. He was just starting page two, taking care to 
make his handwriting as close to ' chicken-scratch ' as possible, when 
Chief Taylor strode into his peripheral vision. Taylor at a crime 
scene was odd in itself, but what really drew Andy's attention was 
the way Raydor was instantly on the defensive, stance widening, hands 
finding her hips through her trademark coat. Now that _was_ 
interesting . 

Pretending to focus on his notes Andy strolled out from the tent, 
watching through curious glances as Taylor interrupted the ice 
queen's lonely orbit. He couldn't hear much from his position a€" 
their voices were carefully muted a€" but their body language spoke 
volumes. The chief seemed to dominate the conversation, hands 
puncturing the air repeatedly as a thick grin sallowed his face. 
Raydor lookedaC 1 well, like Raydor always did: grim-faced and 
tight-lipped and hotter than hell. That irritated Andy to no end. 
Luckily, Taylor and Raydor 's conversation continued only for about a 
minute more before the Captain gave a sharp nod and veered towards 
the incident tent, forcing Andy to duck back inside. 

"aClthey split up to enter the store a€" never did that before. They 
hit a place with a silent alarm a€" never did that before, " Detective 
Miller shook his head, looking away from Provenza towards the bodies. 
"I just thought these guys were smarter than this." 

"Incoming," Andy warned, sidling up to them. 

Miller took one look over Andy's shoulder and visibly paled. "I'd 
better check on Sykes a€" you know, make sure she's okayaC 1 Find me 
later if you have further questions." 

Provenza groaned as Miller double-timed it out of the tent, nearly 
crashing into one of the tarp's supports in his haste to escape. "Ye 
gawds, Flynn, " he muttered with a shake of his head. "That woman puts 
the fear of FID into- Captain!" With a smile that was half scowl, 
half grimace, Provenza turned to welcome his 'favourite' member of 
Force Investigation Division into the tent. 

Preparing for another dressing down, Andy did the same. 

Sharon strode towards them, chin up, "Lieutenant Provenza, Lieutenant 
Flynn, sorry to be running so behind." She pressed her lips together 
as Taylor blundered in behind her, sans grace. Every bone in her body 
was telling her that today was not the day for this, not with three 
divisions and the FBI working on an officer-involved shooting, but 
Taylor was adamant; it was now or never. Her hands were tied. "Could 
you bring me up to speed?" 

Andy felt the tell-tale rush of heat that accompanied a spike in his 
blood pressure. Who the hell did Raydor think they were a€" her 
flying FID monkeys?! He met Provenza 's gaze, seeing his own thoughts 
reflected back at him, and together the men turned their backs on 
Raydor. It was a childish way of undermining her authority to be 
sure, but it got the job done. "Flynn," Provenza ground out, jaw 
clenched, "make sure that paperwork is in order so when 
Agent-" 


"Lieutenants . " 



The sound of Taylor's displeasure cut through the conversation like a 
scalpel, sharp and precise. Andy tamped down on his anger, following 
Provenza's lead as he turned back to face the Chief (and Raydor) 
reluctantly. If he didn't know any better he'd almost say she looked 
uncomf ortableaC 1 

"The Captain was transferred from Force Investigation Division to 
Major Crimes, " Taylor announced, without preamble or fanfare, as 
straight as he could shoot it, "making her your ranking officer a€" 
effective immediately." 

Provenza nearly laughed out loud. For a second there, he'd honestly 
thought Taylor had said- 

"And I need a briefing," Raydor observed, pointedly. 

Andy blinked. 

Once, when he was around nine or ten. Josh Parker had dared him to 
climb the tallest tree in their neighbourhood. Being young and eager 
to impress, Andy had agreed. He was twelve feet up when the branch 
gave out beneath his sneakers, plunging him (and it) downwards. The 
force of his back meeting the ground knocked every wisp of breath 
from his lungs; he couldn't inhale, couldn't exhaleaC 1 he just lay 
there, stunned. 

That was exactly how Andy felt now. 

Raydor 's gaze was on him, cool and calculating. She seemed to be 
searching for something in his expression a€" probably assessing him, 
finding him wanting. He watched as her eyes narrowed just a fraction 
before flickering over to Provenza, resting heavily there. "Briefing, 
Lieutenant. Now." 

Yup, Andy observed, the world once more slipped out from under his 
feet. They were screwed. 

Little did he know that Sharon was thinking much the same thing. 
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><p>Later, as the Wicked Witch was settling into her new office, 
rearranging furniture so that the desk was facing the murder room a€" 
facing them, Andy reflected that they probably should have seen this 
one coming. Taylor had never been a fan of Major Crimes, especially 
since Chief Johnson's civil suitaC 1 so there was no way in hell he'd 
trust the leadership of their division to one of their own, even if 
the person in line really deserved it. It was goddamn politics, plain 
and simple. <p> 

The reign of Raydor unfolded in front of Andy like a slow-speed car 
crash; Provenza would resign, he and Julio would be chained to their 
desks and anger management sessions. Buzz would go one snarky comment 
too far and get dismissed. . . Tao might make it, he thought 
optimistically . 


When Provenza pulled a cardboard box from storage and started packing 
up his desk, Andy's fists clenched so tight that his knuckles turned 
white . 



><p>By mid-afternoon his thoughts were downright mutinous. Propped 
against a wall outside of the morgue, Andy knew that he was scowling 
but couldn't bring himself to stop. Who the hell was Raydor to be 
giving <em>them<em> orders? Did Taylor really think a few weeks 
observing Major Crimes was all it took to solve murders?! The whole 
thing was a joke. 

Sharon chose to ignore Andy as she glanced up from the file Agent 
Howard had dropped off. As a member of FID she'd had neither the time 
nor the inclination to indulge every minor act of insubordination, 
and she wasn't about to start now. "Lieutenant Tao, " she said 
instead, addressing the more co-operative member of the team. "Do you 
think we should try and find out if our marine private here- uuuh, 
what's his name?" 

Andy's scowl deepened. 

"Randall John," Tao replied, side-eyeing him warily. 

"Yes, " Sharon agreed. "Do you think we should find out if Private 
John and the young man Lieutenant Flynn spoke to in the car were shot 
with the same gun?" 

Tao dipped his head, "I'll get _right_ on that." 

She thanked him distractedly, letting his sarcasm slide, and returned 
her attention to the FBI file. 

Andy knew a dismissal when he saw one and stubbornly settled more of 
his weight against the corridor wall. If the Wicked Witch though she 
could get rid of him that easily, she had another thing coming. Tao 
caught his eye as he headed for the lifts, seemingly unsurprised when 
Andy shook his head. "See you later then, " Tao murmured, though it 
sounded suspiciously more like 'your funeral' than anything else. 

In a matter of seconds Tao ' s footsteps faded away around the bend of 
the corridor, leaving behind a heavy silence in their wake. 

They were alone. 

For a moment, neither Captain nor Lieutenant moved. Andy kept his 
glare firmly fixed on Raydor 's face, and Sharon maintained her focus 
on the FBI file. But as the silence stretched taut between them, 
becoming fragile a€" brittle a€" Sharon knew that it would be unwise 
to ignore Andy's anger any longer. It was simmering just below the 
surface, contained, but barely so. Much better that he got it off his 
chest now, in private, than blow up in the middle of the murder room. 
Bracing herself for an oncoming storm, she dragged her eyes away from 
the file to consider him, coolly, over the rim of her glasses. 
"_Yes_?" 

A fresh wave of anger surged through Andy, hot and heady. He wanted 
to take Raydor by the shoulders and _shake_ until her composure 
cracked. He wanted to scream that she couldn't do this a€" she 
couldn't just swoop in on her goddamn broom and ruin everything Major 
Crimes had worked for, for the last seven years. 



But he didn't. 


Instead he used a technique he'd picked up in one of those anger 
management courses she tormented officers with, and pulled a long, 
deep breath of formaldehyde-tinged air into his lungs. "The kid 
you're describing as 'the young man in the car'? Call him Larry 
Martin." He pushed himself off the morgue wall, towering above her. 
"When working homicide it's good to know your victims by name. And I 
have to tell you. Captain, in the custody of any other police 
department in this country, Larry would have been taken someplace 
safe and allowed to confess a€" which he was ready to do!" 

Andy took a step forward, wanting to intimidate, but Raydor stood her 
ground, manila folder tucked carefully into her chest. The urge to 
shake her returned tenfold. "But, because of some _bullshit_ 
regulation that you put into place at FID, some _stupid_ policy that 
when shots are fired, suspects must remain at a crime scene, Larry 
Martin got his head shot off!" He was close to yelling now, 
satisfaction shooting through him when Raydor 's gaze dropped to the 
floor. Good. Let her sweat. Let her feel the weight of what she'd 
done. "Every single problem that we're having in this invest igation- 
especially not knowing who the hell we're looking for- every problem 
we're having is because of _you_! " 

She had heard enough. Thrusting the folder into his chest Sharon 
stepped backwards, tearing her protective morgue scrubs off in three 
precise movements. "Andy," she said, plunging the gown into the bin 
on her left. "You are right about that." 

Surprise seeped into his expression. 

"The LARD is the only police department in this country that would 
have held Larry Martin on-site for questioning, " she reminded, head 
tilted, waiting for him to catch up. 

"Yeah?" Andy's mind was whirring a mile a minute, struggling to 
switch from pissed-off subordinate to pissed-off detective. Then the 
same brainwave that must have hit Raydor struck Andy, "Yeah!" 

"So how did the killer know that he could circle back around and 
Larry Martin would still be there?!" 

For the first time since she had joined their investigation, Andy 
decided Sharon Raydor had a point. "That's a very good question," he 
admitted, sinking onto the bench at the side of the corridor. He 
started flipping through the Gun Heaven user list, certain he'd 
missed somethinga€ 1 

Sharon perched on the bench's edge. "When you think about it, these 
young men seem to know quite a lot about the LARD ' s investigation." 
She peered around his shoulder, almost birdlike, "Didn't Detective 
Miller say that he tried to predict their targets, but every store he 
was sitting on, they were somewhere else?" 

He nodded, still working his way through the user list. "And Miller 
said every male member of his family had been in the militarya€l 
_every_ male member, including his son, who I bet lives at home." 
Trailing a finger down the alphabetised list, Andy came to a stop 
under one_ G. Miller_. Surprise gave way to a sickening sensation in 
the pit of his stomach. So that was how the group of veterans had 



always been one step ahead of Robbery/Homicidea€ 1 They'd had an 
inside man. 


"Greg is Detective Miller's youngest son," he managed, meeting 
Raydor's sad gaze. Even as the words tumbled from his mouth he 
realized that she'd already pieced it together for herself. 

Rising from the bench, she nodded grimly. "Let's bring him in. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Later, after the DDA made a deal with Greg that nearly had 
Provenza storming from the room, Andy admitted that he might have 
underestimated Raydor a littlea€l Okay, a lot. The damn woman had 
picked up on the oneclue that had led to Greg's arrest; the veterans 
had consistently been one step ahead of the LAPD, for months. That 
sort of thing didn't just happen by chance . Miller would never have 
suspected his own son of being part of the group he was working to 
bring down, nor realized he was unwittingly feeding them information 
every night at his own dinner table. And, as much as Andy hated to 
acknowledge it, it was unlikely that anyone in Major Crimes would 
have thought to look at one of their own as a potential leaka€ 1 even 
after Gabriel. <p> 

But Raydor had. It was second nature for her to be critical of LAPD 
officers and, in the end, her experience of FID investigations had 
actually been a help to the case instead of a hindrance. Andy 
chuckled bitterly. Raydor being useful... God, he needed a 
meeting . 

Scrubbing a hand over his just-emerging stubble, he started shutting 
down his computer, surprised to spot Agent Howard moving through the 
empty murder room with what looked like a paper-bag crumpled under 
one arm. 

"Flynn," Fritz greeted, looking decidedly uncomfortable. Never one 
for subtlety, Andy stared pointedly at the bag. Fritz came to a halt 
by Andy's desk. "Apparently Brenda left somea€ 1 important items in 
her desk drawer," he explained, scratching his neck. 

Eyebrows rising towards his hairline, Andy leaned back in his chair, 
"You on a Ding Dog run. Special Agent?" 

"Tell anyone about this and not even the FBI will be able to find 
your body . " 

Andy grinned. The chief still loved her Ding Dongs. There was a 
comfort in that familiarity. "Well, Provenza' s got the place all 
'warmed up' for you," he joked, jabbing a thumb towards the office 
behind him. 

Fritz took a few steps towards Raydor's door, stopping when he could 
see the tense lines of Provenza 's back and the Captain's icy 
expression through the half-drawn blinds. "You know, she's not all 
bad, once you get to know hera€ 1 " 

"Really. " 

There was the sarcasm Flynn was famous for. Fritz smiled, turning 
back to face him. "Really. Guess who filed as Rusty's emergency 



guardian? " 

If Andy hadn't been sitting down, he probably would have fallen down. 
"She's taking the kid in?!" 

"Filled two days ago, " Fritz confirmed. "Guess she knew no one else 
would." Arching a dark eyebrow, he stepped up to Raydor's office and 
gave the door a quick rap. "See ya, Flynn." 

Fritz let himself in and something suspiciously like shame settled in 
Andy's gut. Luckily he didn't have time to dwell on it as Provenza 
blustered out of the office, nearly-but-not-quite slamming the door 
behind Fritz. 

Andy was on his feet in an instant. "How'd it go?" 

"It went." Provenza stomped over to his desk, ignoring the boxes he'd 
packed earlier in favour of snatching up his jacket and car keys. 

"See you tomorrow, " he shot over his shoulder, muttering darkly to 
himself as he headed for the elevators. 

"See you tomorrow, " Andy echoed weakly, alone in the murder room once 
more . 

Well, at least Provenza hadn't resigned. That was something. 

Turning to face Raydor's office, he watched as Fritz and the Captain 
finished emptying out Chief Johnson's treat drawer, chatting amicably 
together. Something in his heart pulled painfully when Fritz handed 
the last Ding Dong to Raydor, instead of bagging it with the others. 
It was just a cake, Andy reasoned, but it felt final somehow a€" like 
the passing of a torch. Then, in a move that surprised him, Raydor 
tucked the Ding Dong away into a tatty old rucksack at the edge of 
her desk. 

Rusty, he realized. She was giving it to Rusty. 

Disgusted (though with who he was unwilling to say) , Andy swiped his 
jacket from the back of his chair and headed for the exit. If traffic 
was good he'd make the tail end of the 7 pm AA meeting near Echo 
Park. If not, he'd wait in a diner for the 8:30. Either way, he had 
some things he needed to get off his chestaC 1 like God help them all, 
Raydor might actually be good at this. 

It was a terrifying thought. 


2 . Chapter Two 

**Chapter Two: Olive Branches.** 

AN: Hello, dear readers! Thank you so much for your kind words, 
follows, and faves. I wasn't sure that people would be interested in 
going back to SI to explore pre-ship Shandy with me, so it's 
gratifying to know that there is interest for this fic. :) 

This chapter is set sometime between 1x01 (Reloaded) and 1x03 
(Medical Causes) , when Sharon is still having teething problems with 
Rusty and the teama€ 1 



Special thanks again to my wonderful beta, Olafurneal. 


* * 


* 


><p>"Sharon Raydor had enough strength to overcome the need to try to 
make people like her. And it was in that resistance that people 
started to accept her and then grow fond of her, because she wasn't 
asking them to change. "<p> 

- Mary McDonnell. 
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><p>"Right, I've got one Americano, no milk..."<p> 

Julio nodded, accepting the cardboard cup that was quickly thrust in 
his direction. 

"Two Americanos with a dash of milka€l?" 

"Mine and Tao's," Buzz called, strolling forward to collect both 
drinks from the division's delivery girl with a smirk. No longer 
being considered the team 'newbie' had its perks. 

Amy had to squint to make out the writing on the lid of the next cup. 
"Onea€ 1 uh, double-shot latte, extra-hot, or at least it 
wasa€ 1 " 

"Thanks, Sykes," Andy said appreciatively. He tapped two fingers to 
his temple in a cheeky salute as she passed over the caffeine fix 
he'd been craving all morning. 

"No problem. Lieutenant." She glanced down at the last cardboard cup 
in the carry-out tray, besides her own. "So that means the non-fat 
vanilla latte belongs to-" 

"Me, " Provenza grumbled, waiting with outstretched arm for Amy to 
walk his coffee over to him before snatching it out of the tray. From 
behind his desk he glared up at her. "What took you so long, Sykes? 
We've been waiting at least forty minutes!" 

Amy took a slow sip from her own take-out cup, shrugging a little. 
"Big accident down town. I got caught in diverted traffic on the way 
back. Anyway," she continued brightly, not in the least bit perturbed 
by her superior's crabby attitude as she lowered a brown paper bag 
onto his desk. "I hope you like muffins. I complained when they mixed 
up half of our order with someone else's and got a dozen thrown in 
for free ! " 

Andy had to bite the inside of his cheek when Provenza instantly 
perked up. If there was a direct line to his partner's heart it was 
definitely through free food. He watched in amusement as Amy started 
calling out different flavours of muffin, crowding the team around 
her like a master puppeteer. He had to hand it to her; she was green 
but she was well on way to winning everyone over. Even the kid had 
wandered over to see what all the fuss was about. 

"Don't think this means anything," Rusty warned, catching Amy's 
hopeful expression when he pulled a muffin loaded with cherries from 
the bag. "I still think you should be spending more time looking for 



my mom. Especially her," he jerked his chin towards Raydor's 
office . 

Andy rolled his eyes. They'd all heard enough about the kid's mom to 
last a lifetime a€" how she was misunderstood and only wanted they 
best for him, how she was planning on dumping her "jerk of a 
boyfriend" and coming back to pick him upa€ 1 When Rusty plonked 
himself back into his 'protest seat' outside of Raydor's office, 
tugging his hood over his mop of blond hair, Andy couldn't help but 
wonder if he realized the inherent contradiction in expecting his 
mother to return of her own accord and expecting them to search for 
her . 

"What's all this?" 

For a woman in five inch heels, she sure as hell could move quietly. 
Andy twisted to see Raydor emerging from her office, neatly 
sidestepping Rusty's awkwardly placed chair. She looked tired but 
satisfied; the budget meeting with Taylor must have been 
productive . 

"Captain!" Amy fumbled to hide her coffee behind her back, only 
succeeding in drawing more attention to it. "We were, uh- I 
mean-" 

Chin raised, chest puffed out, Provenza squared off with Raydor 
across the room. "I sent Sykes here on a coffee run. I hope that's 
okayaC 1 " 

Andy watched as her eyes swept over the group, falling on each member 
of the team and their corresponding take-out cup. Rusty took a large 
bite of cherry muffin, chewing pointedly in her direction. The sound 
of it turned her head. "Of course. Lieutenant, " the Captain replied, 
tearing her eyes away from Rusty's passive aggressive mastication. 
"Carry on." 

As she walked past their desks, heading for one of the break rooms 
with carefully measured strides. Rusty couldn't resist a parting 
jibe. "Someone's making lots of friends." 

If Raydor heard his comment she chose to ignore it. 
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><p>She was brewing tea when he caught up with her, dunking and 
re-dunking a bag of Earl Grey into a mug of dark water. On the 
threshold of the break room, half hidden by the partially closed 
door, Andy hesitated. This was the Wicked Witch of all people; FID's 
favourite thorn in their side a€" the same woman who had tripped up 
countless divisions with rules and regulations and, god help them 
all, sensitivity training. <p> 

But then she let out this sigh a€" a soft, stillborn thing that 
seemed to fill the room and empty it in the same breath a€" and her 
shoulders dropped a fraction, like they had when she entered her 

office that morning, and Andy knew. He knew then and there that 

Sharon Raydor was just as human as the rest of them. The question 

was, what was he going to do about it? 

Backing out of the doorway he straightened up, sucking in his gut for 



reasons he refused to investigate. Then, before he could talk himself 
out of it, he gave the door a quick rap with his knuckles. "Hey, 

Cap ' n ! " 

The sight that greeted Andy as the door swung open nearly blew his 
cover. Raydor was standing bolt upright now, one hip brushing the 
edge of the countertop in an attempt to appear nonchalant. "You, uh, 
left before we could give you your coffee, " he managed, walking into 
the room with the take-out cup outstretched. She blinked at him 
owlishly. "Didn't know what you drink so Amy took a chance on a 
latteaC 1 " 

When the woman in question remained stationary, staring at him like 
he'd sprouted a second head, Andy found himself awkwardly placing the 
coffee cup on the table between them. "It's still warmaC 1 " He watched 
her stare at the cup for a long moment before his typical impatience 
reared its head, "Well, aren't you gonna try it?!" 

At the Lieutenant ' s behest Sharon reached out and brought the cup to 
her lips, taking the smallest possible sip. She was half-convinced 
this was some sort of prank and the coffee would be laced with chilli 
or something equally unpleasant, but then the freshly-brewed latte 
slid over her tongue and her eyes fell shut. Amy had gotten the good 
stuff a€" smooth and full bodied with just the right amount of 
bitternessaC 1 Humming lowly, she took a longer sip. 

"Anyway, I'd better be getting back," Andy said, rubbing 
uncomfortably at his neck. Her eyes flickered open then, bright and 
searching, and surprisingly green. Such a curious shade, he thought 
a€" like new shoots pushing through thick frost. 

"Of course. Lieutenant, " she conceded, dropping her gaze to the 
table. "You'd better hurry or there might not be any muffins 
lefta€ 1 " 

Andy's body twisted to leave but his feet stayed put, halted by the 
ghost of a smile that drew his gaze to her mouth. "Yeah?" 

"I think I'd forgotten how much a teenager is capable of putting 
away," Sharon admitted, with a bemused shake of her head. "If Rusty 
keeps it up-" 

"Captain!" Amy burst into the room (and the conversation) with about 
as much finesse as three month old puppy. "The muffins worked a-" 
Catching sight of Flynn she skidded to a sudden halt. "Oh. Hi, 
Lieutenant . " 

Andy inclined his head. "Sykes." 

Sharon took a moment to school her features, not wanting the 
detective to think that she was laughing at her. "Amy, perhaps the 
next time you enter a room you might check who's inside before you 
start talking, hmm?" 

The younger woman nodded, visibly reigning in her excitement. "Sorry, 
Captain . " 


"It's quite alright," she reassured. "Just don't make a habit of it 
around suspects." 



Andy was looking from Sykes to Raydor warily. "So 'the muffins worked 
a ' what nowa€ 1 ? " 

Amy glanced towards the Captain, who offered a small shrug. "The, uh. 
Captain may have suggested that I pick up a bag of muffins for the 
teamaC 1 and to claim that they were, urn, free." Ignoring Andy's 
rapidly raising eyebrows, she stepped towards their superior. "If you 
don't mind me asking. Ma'am, how did you know that it would work so 
well?" 

"It was an olive branch," she said simply, glancing at Andy for the 
briefest of seconds before settling her gaze on Amy. "You said the 
muffins were free so no one thought to question your motive for 
supplying them. In essence you got to reap all of the benefits of 
sucking up to the team without them realizing that that's what you 
were doing." She paused, considering the take-out cup warming her 
palm. "Plus, now that Lieutenant Provenza has 'stood up for you' to 
me, he'll be more accepting of you as part of the team." 

Andy's jaw slackened. "Why you sneaky-" 

"Well, thanks. Captain," Amy interjected, heading for the door. "I'm 
only sorry you wouldn't let me bring back a coffee for youaC 1 " 

"It's fine, Amy." Slipping her free hand into her jacket pocket, 
Sharon took another casual sip of Andy's latte. "These things have a 
way of working themselves out." 

Andy watched Sykes dart out of the room, probably on her way to reap 
the benefits of her brown-nosing muffin selection, and found himself 
overwhelmed by the sudden desire to be anywhere else. "I'd better go 
too," he managed, eyes fixed on the laminate flooring. 

"Paperwork ..." 

"Of course. Lieutenant." Her tone was too smug, too knowing. "You 


Feeling like a complete idiot, he edged towards the door. Andy wasn't 
sure if a grudging respect for the woman's deviousness or a sudden 
need to have the last word stayed his feet, but something did. "Uh, 
Captain? " 

She was swallowing another mouthful of ill-gotten coffee. 

"Hmm?" 


Andy forced his eyes to meet hers. If he was gonna do this, he was 
gonna do it right. "I know it's a bit late but, for whatever it's 
worth, welcome to the team." 

As the door closed behind him Sharon felt her surprise give way to a 
gentle smile, not summoned by force of will or the need to keep up 
appearances, but a real, genuine smile. 

It was the first one that week. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Andy couldn't get out of there fast enough. He was never trusting 
his conscious again. Doing Raydor a good turn? Stupid. Getting caught 
out for said good turn? Worse. He was a good third of the way down 



the corridor before he noticed the figure hovering between the 
smaller conference room and a storage cupboard. Amy. Waiting for him, 
he realized with a hastily silenced groan. Sliding on his most 
disapproving glare, Andy strode past her at full speed. "Muffins, 
Sykes? Really?"<p> 

She fell into step with him easily. "_You_ gave her your 
coffee . " 

"Shut up, Sykes." 

"Yes, sir," she answered, hiding a smile. 


3 . Chapter Three 

**Chapter Three: Sulking and Search Warrants.** 

AN: Scene addition for 1x03 (Medical Causes) . Now with extra added 
Mothership. Thanks again to Olafurneal for betaing :) 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"We called her <em>Darth<em> Raydor. That was the key expression 
for me as I didn't want to abandon [her] . It would not have been fair 
to the character." 

- Mary McDonnell on transitioning from The Closer to Major Crimes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Remind me again why you couldn't just leave me in the condo 
while <em>you<em> went into work to do _your_ job?" Sharon opened her 
mouth to respond but Rusty ploughed onwards, continuing the rant that 
had begun in the car, "Because a€" and it might surprise you to learn 
this a€" if you expect me to pass that stupid entrance exam for your 
stupid Catholic school then I'm gonna need a decent amount of sleep 
every night ! " 

"Rusty-" 

"Six in the morning? Really?!" Her young charge groaned, letting his 
head fall back against the elevator wall with a gentle thud. "It's 
gotta be against my human rights or something." 

Sharon glanced sideways, giving Rusty a quick once over. He was the 
epitome of sullen teenager today: shoulders thrust forward, spine 
slouched, a heavy scowl drawing lines across his foreheadaC 1 but at 
least there was a bit more color in his cheeks. His hoodie seemed to 
fit better than it had a week and a half ago too, though Sharon 
wished he'd let her wash it. Lurking below the elevator's sterile 
hospital scent was a musty odor, something akin to the old cleaning 
rags Sharon kept under the sink, and she would bet her last pay-check 
it was emanating from the one item of clothing Rusty had, so far, 
refused to relinquish. 

"Don't think I've forgiven you for forcing me to move my stuff into 
the spare room either a€" because I haven't!" 


Still, the smell would be easy enough to fix once Rusty felt 



comfortable enough to let go of the hoodie for a few hours. The 
hollow, haunted expression that slid onto his face when his mind 
wandered? That was going to take time. 

"No wonder you live on your own, " he grumbled, staring up at the 
ceiling. "Your family probably hates your guts." 

Refusing to give Rusty the rise he was oh-so-obviously looking for, 
Sharon returned her gaze to the elevator doors, mentally counting 
down the floors until they could exit the confined space. 

Twenty. He didn't like her. 

Nineteen. He didn't like being told what to do. 

"So, I still don't get why I have to be herea€ 1 " 

Eighteen. Her condo looked like it had been hit by a 
hurricane . 

"with _you_a€ 1 " 

Seventeen. If he kept it up, he was going to eat her out of house and 
home . 

"when I could be in beda€ 1 " 

Sixteen. She knew the moment he had curled himself into a ball 
against the back of her sofa that first night, a tuft of hair peeping 
out from the light cotton blanket, too tense to sleep and too tired 
not to, that she would have offered to take him in again in a 
heartbeat . 

"like, actually sleeping!" 

Finally done. Rusty thumped his body against the elevator wall, 
banging his fists on the cool metal for good measure. Sharon tilted 
her head, considering which issue to tackle first. "Well, Rusty, as I 
said when we were driving over-" 

"While _you_ were driving over, you mean." 

Lips pursed, Sharon searched for her reservoir of maternal patience 
and found the water levels running dangerously low. "Fine. As _I_ 
said when _I_ was driving over, the LARD cannot afford to assign you 
a permanent police escort. Neither do you need one. So, if I pick up 
a case and need to go to a hospital-" 

"But- ! " 


"OR somewhere else then you have to come with-" 

"But I ' m not a- ! " 

"Rusty!" Sharon turned to face him so quickly her long auburn layers 
fanned out mid-air. She took a moment to stare him down, eyes 
flashing with controlled displeasure. "I know that you don't like 
this situation a€" believe me, you have made that abundantly clear 
a€" but, for good or ill, I am your current legal guardian and that 
means that I am in charge and that _you_ do what _I_ say. Got 



it?" 


The elevator doors dinged open and Rusty was gone, head down, hood 
up, shooting out ahead of her. "Got it?" she repeated, having to rush 
to catch up with him. 

"Yeah, yeah, whatever, " Rusty shrugged, slowing his pace the moment 
Sharon would have fallen into step with him. "I'm basically your 
prisoner but with less rights. I've got it." 

"Fewer rights, " she corrected, moving past him to take the lead. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Name's Leslie Nolan. "<p> 

Lieutenant Sanchez's throaty rasp was like sandpaper and smoke in a 
darkened room. Sharon had always found it oddly soothing. 

"Silver Lake address. She's an organ donor." 

Glaring at Rusty to keep up, she rounded the corner in time to see 
Sanchez and Andy depositing the last items from a leather purse onto 
a small table. "Huh. She's also a Doctor," Andy remarked, holding up 
some sort of ID card. 

Striding over Sharon slotted herself into the conversation 
seamlessly: "So let's assume she'll have lawyer." 

Sanchez greeted her with a nod. It was a short and sharp but better 
than the usual look of distrust that narrowed his eyes whenever she 
arrived in the murder room. "I'll bet the suspect'll have a 'medical 
condition' too," he rasped, "with symptoms that fit with her 
accident . " 

"She's a resident in neuropsychiatry," Andy added, not bothering with 
niceties. "Probably gonna blame hitting all those people with her car 
on narcolepsy, or some other psych BS . " 

Sharon shook her head, "It won't matter if her blood alcohol is 
through the roof, but just to be safe let's see the results of any 
other test she's undergone since she arrived." 

"Hey, Rusty! What are you doing here?! Oh nothing, just being 
_dragged_ out of bed at six in the morning because I must be 
supervised 24/7." 

Andy's gaze darted from the Captain to the kid behind her, and then 
back to the Captain again. Her lips had narrowed and, for the 
briefest of seconds before her features forcibly smoothed out, she'd 
lookeda€ 1 worn. 

"How about you?" Rusty barrelled on, venting his situational 
frustration with a layer of heavy sarcasm, "Uhhh, we're just 
_exhausted_ on behalf of all the hard work we've been doing for your 
benefit. Wow, really? I can't thank you all enough; you guys are 
f an-tast ic ! " 


When the kid threw himself and his rucksack into one of the nearby 
reception-area chairs, Andy found he couldn't stand by and say 



nothing. "Oh, you're through already?" he needled, undermining 
Rusty's fledgling sarcasm with his own cutting brand, "Cos that was 
hilarious . " 

Sharon had never been so happy to see a nurse walking towards her in 
her entire life. 

"Detective Sanchez, " the woman called out, addressing her previous 
point of call, "your suspect is conscious now." 

He thanked her with a nod, looking to Sharon for instruction. 

"Ma ' am?" 


"Yes, of course, " she replied, but instead of following the nurse 
Sharon stepped closer to Andy, carefully lowering her voice. "Uh, 
Lieutenant, don't say anything but Reno PD has alerted me that they 
may have already found Rusty's mother." 

"No kidding a€" Reno PD." Andy was close enough to smell the gentle 
whisper of Raydor's perfume, something light and floral that he 
didn't have a name for. "So maybe now you'll get rid of the little 
psycho, huh?" 

"Oh. MaybeaO 1 " Sharon felt her shoulders rise into a small shrug. If 
she was honest with herself, 'getting rid' of Rusty had ceased to be 
a legitimate option the day after he'd moved in, but she would never 
prevent him from leaving if that was what he wanted. "DCFS and a 
judge will decide that. But in the meantime don't say anything to 
Rusty until we _absolutely_ confirm the woman's identity." Reaching 
into her purse she pulled out her cellphone and offered it to Andy 
without hesitation. "If Reno police call back ask them to hold for 
me, please . " 

Andy stared at the handset. He had never heard her use that word when 
giving an order before; 'Please'. A quick glance upwards confirmed 
his suspicions. There was worry buried beneath her air of 
professionalism, tightening the faint lines around her mouth and 
eyes. Raydor wasn't asking this as the ranking officer of Major 
Crimes. She was asking as Rusty's legal guardian. Damn it all, why 
did she have to go get herself a heart now? 

Plucking the phone from her open palm, he slid it into his breast 
pocket for safe-keeping. 

"Detective Sanchez," Raydor continued, suddenly all business. "Will 
you join me with Miss, urn," she paused, checking the suspect's name 
and title on the ID card, "with Doctor Nolan?" 

As Julio followed Captain Raydor down the corridor Andy started 
gathering the good Doctor's items back into her empty purse. 

Something was niggling at him, something Raydor had just said. He 
tapped Nolan's ID card against his palm thoughtfully... 

"_The kid you're describing as 'the young man in the car'? Call him 
Larry Martin. When working homicide it's good to know your victims by 
name . 


She remembered. Okay, so Nolan was more of a suspect than a victim at 
this stage of proceedings, but still. 



Unexpectedly, the staccato of heels against flooring ceased. Andy 
looked up in time to see the Captain turn in a slow 180, the hemline 
of her dress floating around those tight, toned- he swiftly relocated 
his eyes. Raydor was staring across the corridor at him, one 
perfectly manicured finger pointed in his direction. 

"You did get a _warrant _to search that purse?" 

Andy let a lazy smile slide across his face. "Come on," he teased, 
pulling the legal document out from its hiding place under Nolan's 
purse. "You think I'm new at this?" 


Raydor 's gaze dropped to the piece of paper dangling from his fingers 
and then bounced right back to his face. There was a glint in her eye 
he'd never seen before, as sharp as steel and twice as intimidating. 
She almost looked- Could she possibly be- _Impressed_? But before he 
could analyse things further the Captain was gone, disappearing down 
the corridor with long quick strides that sent the fabric of her 
dress flaring outwards. 


Andy reached for Dr. Nolan's purse once more, exhaling heavily. Thank 
God Provenza had insisted he play that one by the book. 


End 
f ile . 



